He wore a long grey moustache that was constantly
getting into the curry, and carried an unfurled cotton
ixjbrella hooked over his arm in the finest weather, I
saw more of young Derek Oakharn, employee of a
Singapore shop, bald already at twenty-two and for
ever lamenting the poverty that prevented him from
marrying the girl in England to whom he was engaged,
The Parsons, who knew his parents, did their best to
prevent me from going cat with him lest I should steal
him from her.
But there was soon little left for me to do except
go out with young men. Unskilled jobss I found, were
difficult to get in Singapore, for most of them are
snapped up by Eurasians. After many disappoint-
ments I secured a post as hostess in a cafe, It only
lasted a fortnight. I had no wish to recommence in the
Far East my life as a prostitute, and that, the customers*
expectant attentions hinted, was what I was paid to
be. I was more in need of a salary than ever, too.
Richard, who had given me a reasonable allowance to
start with, had received the bill for the clothes I
bought on my Kuala Lumpur excursion. It amounted
to less than a fifth of his monthly pay, but he caUed
it gross extravagance. I obviously couldn't be trusted
with money, and he would have to save for weeks to
pay the debt. He cut my dole down at once to a
hundred dollars a month. Since he could afford to fly
every week-end and run a car, I imagined it was merely
an attempt to shoulder on me the responsibility of
breaking up our marriage.
That was the last letter I   had   from   him.   His
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